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A BACCHANTE. 



GISELLE D UNGER. 



O, thou wonder! decked with green, 
Joyousness doth from thee beam! 
Fair-haired Bacchus, oft to thee 
Rendered homage merrily. 
To thy beauty, grace revealing, 
To thy white arms gently stealing, 

From thy sisters' presence fleeing, 
At thy dainty feet oft kneeling. 
In the dusky twilight gleaming, 

In the soft wind gently dreaming, 
Tempting goddess o'er me leaning, 
All thy beauty is not seeming. 
In thy lucent eyes Love's greeting, 
Toward the purple grape is leaping, 
Touch my heart in languor steeping, 
While my reason still is sleeping. 
On thy parted lips loud ringing, 
To the music of thy singing, 
Hangs the Juice of grape, flinging 
O'er my soul a fragrance clinging. 
In thy presence pain grows sweet, 
Thrills my soul thy soul to greet, 
Prostrate at thy god-like feet. 
Throbs my heart in cadence meet. 
From thy eyes a radiant beam, 
Flashes in a golden gleam. 
O, thou wonder, decked in green, 
Loose thy spell ! O, break my dream ! 
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By Richard Henry Park 



